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great ramps, nor the oubliette under the chair that
they spoke. Such private matters might be condoned
in view of the wrath to come. It was of more urgent
scandals that they murmured. He was intriguing
with Ren6 d'Anjou to dispossess King Alphonse of
Aragon and Naples. He had conspired with Piccinino
against the Florentines themselves. They leant
closer and, in the Pope's ear, they breathed that he
aimed to become an independent ruler,
It is impossible to say how far the Pope acquiesced.
Cardinal Scarampi had further secret talk with
Antonio Rido, Governor of Sant Angelo. They
understood each other. Antonio Rido had long
feared, and so hated, Giovanni.
Four regiments of his soldiers had already crossed
the bridge. They marched out on some expedition
towards Umbria. Giovanni turned his horse to go
with them. Rido called out to him. He swung
round and rode back under the arch. The portcullis
dropped. He was dragged from his horse, wounded
and bound; while dupes reassured his clamouring
bodyguard in the Pope's name. He watched through
the portcullis as they dispersed them. They then
took him down the steps of his castle to a celL
He "stayed there for two weeks* On nth April,
1440, when his guard came in, he said: "A man
like myself should not be taken prisoner ; but if he
is, he releases himself." He then put his poisoned
ring to his lips, and died suddenly in great agony.
They showed little respect for his dead body- It
was taken to the Church of Our Lady of Minerva and
exposed there with head, hands, legs and feet naked,
in token of disgrace. A few days after, his body was
restored to his relatives, who buried it with honour at